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To her bare bosom the sharp point applied,,

And wounded fell; and., falling by his side,          575

Embraced him in her arms? and thus embracing

died.

" Even still, methinks, I see Phaeocomes ;
Strange was his habit, and as odd his dress.*
Six lions' hides, with thongs together fast,
His upper part defended to his waist;                   530

And where man ended, the continued vest,
Spread on his back, the houss and trappings of a

beast

A stump too heavy for a team to draws
(It seems a fable, though the fact 1 saw,)
He threw at Pholon; the descending How         585
Divides the skull, and cleaves his head in two.
The brains, from nose and mouth, and either ear,
Came issuing out, as through a colander
The curdled milk; or from the press the whey,
Driven down by weights above* is drained away. 590
" But him, while stooping down to spoil the

slain,
Pierced through the paunch, 1 tumbled on the

plain.

Then Chthonius and Teleboas 1 slew;
A fork the former armed; a dart his fellow threw:
The javelin wounded me; behold the scar.           595

Then was my time to seek the Trojan war;
Then 1 was Hector's match in open field ;
But he was then unborn, at least a child;
Now, I am nothing.   I forbear to tell
By Periphantes how Pyretus fell,                          600

The Centaur by the Knight; nor will I stay
On Amphix, or what deaths he dealt that day;

* The dress seems to apply to the clothing of the Cen-
taur's human part,, the habit to the furniture of the horse;

perhaps, however,, habit means his mode of life.